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®NCE MORE THE AMERICAN COMICS GROUP MAKES HISTORY- WITH NOT ONE, 
BUT TWO OF THE GREATEST BOOKS WHICH EVER HIT THE STANDS! BY PUBLIC DEMAND- 



■ NOVEL — A BLAZING BOMBSHELL! 
THRILL TO THE ROMANCE, GLAMOR AND BREATH- 
LESS EXCITEMENT OF AMERICA'S UNSUNG HEROES! 
SEE UNCLE SAM'S COUNTERSPIES AT GRIPS WITH 
SINISTER FOREIGN AGENTS- IN PASES OUT OF 
REAL LIFE ITSELF ! IT'S "MUST" REAPING 
FOR EVERY PATRIOT! 




> GREAT NEW MAGAZINE THAT DARES TO 
BE DIFFERENT'. YOU'VE NEVER SEEN ANOTHER 
LIKE THIS ONE .'THE SWEETEST ROMANCES 
THIS SIDE OF HEAVEN - BUT THATS ONLY 
THE BEGINNING!! FOR THIS IS TRUE LOVE 
-THE KIND THAT CAN COME TO YOU! ITS 
GRIPPING, PULSING — WITH EVERY HEART- 
THROB PACKING A PUNCH— AND A SURPRISE! 
ITS THE ONE LOVE MAGAZINE YOU'LL 
LOVE ! 





DON'T MISS THESE 



jyjIKE ELLIOT had been away for 
two years and it felt great to be 
home again. It was wonderful to be 
on the way to his sister Elly's for one 
of those afternoon cocktail parties that 
made his sister a prize hostess. "Only 
one thing that bothers me," Mike 
thought, "anfl that's this girl she's been 
writing about. Elly's »af raid I'm going 
to remain a bachelor . . ,. and she's 
bound to try match-making! I guess 
IVe been hard to please . . . but this 
Phyllis Arnold she's been writing 
about sounds terrific! But she'll prob- 
ably turn out to be another of Elly's 
momentary enthusiasms!" 

He rang the doorbell and was ad- 
mitted. For about ten minutes, Mike 
was swamped by friends who were 
happy to have him back. When the 
hubbub died down, he drew a deep 
breath and looked about the gay, 
colorful room. And then . . . Mike 
Elliot drew in his breath sharply. For 
there, in a far corner of the room, 
was the girl! She was slim and dark,, 
and though Mike could not see the 
color of her eyes, he could see that they 
were large and luminous. He turned 
to his 6ister and said, "Elly, I want to 
meet that girl!" 

"Of course, you do!" Elly laughed. 
"That's Phyllis Arnold!" 

As they pushed through the crowd, 
Elly lowered her voice discreetly. "I 
might as well^ Jell you now, Mike, 
Phyllis is being vWy ardently pursued 
by a very rich guy . . . Victor Mace! 
He's around here somewhere." 

Mike didn't bother to answer. How 
could he, when he was looking down 
into the loveliest face in the world 
and wondering how long he must know 
this girl before he could kiss her? 

Elly left them alone and for a mo- 
ment they looked v at each other. Then, 



without a word, they moved to the 
privacy of the terrace. It was a brief 
conversation . . . one of those trite 
exchanges that people make upon first 
meeting. And all the time, Mike's eyes 
were on her face, and his thoughts 
were stronger than her soft musical 

Phyllis was saying something that 
ended in "don't you think so?" when 
Mike decided he could no longer wait! 
So, he reached over and put his arms 
around this beautiful girl. She came 
towards him, shyly and yet willingly, 
her lips raised. There were no words 
for that kiss, blended of fire and sweet- 
ness, of electric excitement and deep 
understanding. Reluctantly, Mike felt 
her lips free themselves from his. Re- 
luctantly, he stepped back, away from 
this enchantment. 

Then it happened! As he stepped 
back, his hand flipped a cocktail glass 
on a nearby tray, and the drink went 
splashing down the front of Phyllis' 
skirt, forming a long, ugly stain on 
the pale pink satin. He was not pre- 
pared for what followed. "Oh, how 
clumsy you are!" Phyllis cried, her 
voice sharp with dislike. "You've ruin- 
ed this dress!" 

"Yes, that's quite a boner, old man," 
a new voice said. 

Mike Elliott felt a surge of dislike 
as he faced the man who had stepped 
protectively to Phyllis' side. He knew 
instinctively that this must be Victor 
Mace . . . knew it by the way the new- 
comer dabbed at her dress with his 
handkerchief, knew it by the things he 
said. 

"Boorish, my dear, but what can 
you expect? Some fellows have a good 
deal of trouble acquiring manners, 
while others ..." 

Mike didn't wait lo hear the rest 



He was sick at heart. This girl, who 
seemed to be a promise of love was a 
... a clothes-horse! All she cared about 
was the impression she made in that 
obviously expensive dress! He refused 
to listen to Elly's explanations as he 
turned and stalked out of the party, 
away from the bright chatter that had 
now become empty. All that week, he 
refused to discuss Phyllis at all, shut- 
ting off Elly's references to this girl 
. . . this girl he thought he might 
have loved. . . . 

It was a sunny day, a perfect day 
for the racetrack. Mike was almost re- 
laxed and serene as his eyes scanned 
the crowd. "I'm lucky," he thought. 
*'I*ve managed to shake off any stupid 
ideas 1 had about . . . her!** He caught 
his breath and knew he was lying to 
himself. For she was there, only three 
rows away, more exquisite, more tempt- 
ing than ever. Suddenly, Mike forgot 
the bad dreams, the harsh images he 
had carried throughout the week. He 
knew only that his pulses began to 
pound at the sight of her! 

Ignoring Victor Mace's lazy drawl, 
"See who comes!" Mike smiled at 
Phyllis, hoping that she would smile 
back. Like a miracle, it happened! Her 
eyes crinkled at the corners, her lips 
curved deliciously, as she extended 
her h»nd and invited Mike to join 
them. Nothing was said, and yet it was 
as though they were telling each other, 
'7 love you! Later we will meet!" 

"I can wait," Mike thought, touch- 
ing a match to his pipe. 

"Be careful!" Mace called, but it 
was too late. A tiny, glowing ember 
flew from Mike's pipe, landing on 
Phyllis' shoulder. Before it could be 
brushed away, a small ugly hole seared 
the delicate cashmere. 

"You . . . you're impossible!" Phyl- 
lis snapped, tears filling her eyes. 

"Bad breeding," Victor Mace began, 
"leads to bad . . ." 

"Feelings!" Mike finished. "You've 
said enough about manners, son! 
You've said enough about me, so . . . 



shut up!" His fist connected sharply 
with Mace's chin, and Mace slumped 
loosely back against the bench. 

"As for you," Mike turned on Phyl- 
lis, "I give up! You look gracious, 
sweet, fine . . . but you're not! Sure, 
you're dressed to kill, I can see that! 
You're dressed to kill love!" 

That night, he told Elly he was leav- 
ing the city, taking a job out of town. 
Elly argued, pleaded that he had not 
given Phyllis a fair chance. But Mike 
was through . . . finished. 

Elly wouldn't let hiiw leave until 
he had promised* her one small thing. 
"I'm nat asking much, Mike," she in- 
sisted. "All I want you to do is step 
into Mme. Adrienne's Salon and ask 
for Miss Arnold . . . today!" 

Her request was strange enough to 
arouse Mike's newspaper blood. And 
so, he found himself in the lavish wait- 
ing room of the city's swankiest dress 
salon, saying to Mme. Adrienne, "I 
would like to speak with Miss Phyllis 
Arnold!" 

"I'm so sorry," Mme. smiled, "but 
Miss Arnold I have been forced to 
dismiss! Twice in one week, she has 
damaged expensive models. Would you 
care to see another mannequin?" 

"Mannequin !" Mike almost shouted 
the words. "You mean she . . . she was 
modelling those clothes? Was respon- 
sible for ihem? And I thought . . ,** 

He took the steps to Phyllis 1 apart- 
ment three at a time. When she open- 
ed the door, Mike knew exactly what 
to do . . . and did it! "Darling, I was 
stupid !" he murmured. "That first 
meeting should have told me all I need 
to know about you . . . all I ever want 
to know!" 

"They told me you were wonderful, 
Mike," Phyllis smiled through her 
tears, "and the first time I saw you . . . 
and you kissed me . . ." 

". . . will be nothing like this!** 
Mike promised, tilting her head back, 
drying her tears and bringing his lips 
close to hers. • ■ 

And he kept his promise! 



Learn fingerprinting 

yet tfo 

INK LESS — STAINLESS 

G-MEN 



FINGERPRINT SET 



WHAT KIND OF FINGERPRINTS DO YOU HAVE? 

Examine the tip* of your fingers and you will notice the forma- 
tion of ridge*. These ridges usually form a LOOP, an ARCH, 
or a WHORL. 

KHHkI A LOOP fingerprint is one where the ridges 
enter on the side of the print and th< 
BHbMHB making a backward turn to flow out or 
££9^511 tide they entered. 





A WHORL is a fingerprint 
ridges form a series of circle 
of the pattern. 



HOW ARE FINGERPRINTS CLASSIFIED? 

Police Depts. have many millions of 
1 fingerprint cards in their files. Each fin* 
' gerprint card must be filed ur 

system so it can be quickly and eosily 
, found. Learn what the DELTA and CORE 
**^iWi\VCC ore ' n ° fingerprint, and why they are 
^\\\Vyvv\\ important for fingerprint classification. 

No Two Fingerprints are Alike 

Police Departments and Federal Agencies have never 
found two fingerprints that are alike. See for yourself. 
Get the inkless-itainless G-MEN Fingerprint Set . . . take 
your friends' fingerprints and notice the different char- 
acteristics in th* ridge formations. . 

DEVELOP LATENT PRINTS 

A latent print is a fingerprint, not visibk to the naked 
eye left on furniture, glassware, etc. These latent prints 
are caused by the oily secretion on the tips of the 
fingers. Learn how to develop and make visible latent 
prints with the inkiest-stainless G-MEN fingerprint set. 



MAIL, THIS ORDER TODAY 




SENSATIONAL BASEBALL OFFER 

«A GREAT-NEW-EXCITING BASEBALL GAME * 

SKILL) STRATEGY! EDUCATION! FUN! 

IN YOU* OWN BASEBALL STADIUM 




"Casey on The Mound" 



NO DICE— NO CARDS — NO SPINNERS 
Ploy It With Skill—Pitch Curves— Hit Pop Flies 
or Home Runs Over the Fences. Game Is Played 
At Home by Rogers Hornsby, Specs Shea, Johnny 
Pesky, Bobby Doerr, Dom DiMaggio, Don Parker 
and Thousands of Others. This Game Has Taken 
Young and Old Alike by Storm. Approved by AIL 



SENSATIONAL FASCINATING GREAT FUN 

SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY PRICE $2.98 POSTPAID 



DANA PRESCOTT, P.O. BOX 18, HOPKINTON, R. I. 



HAVE A SUMMER, YOUTHFUL, FEMININE 
2! APPEARANCE INSTANTLY! 

REDUCE 

YOUR APPEARANCE! LOOK AND FEEL LIKE 
SIXTEEN AGAIN ! ^Zl^Z^^Z^^^d 




our figure the way you want it, with added support where , 
,aur mid seclior. h reshaped, your baek i, traced and yon loo 

UP-LIFT AND HOLD-IN POWER! 

! weight off tired feet and gives you a more all 
.re the instant you put it on. It gives you lovely , 



TEST THE ADJUST-O-BELT UP-LIFT PRINCIPLE WITH 
YOUR OWN HANDS! 



p you, hands over your abdomen, P r„s upward, and in gently, out firmly. You feel better W T"T*%1« 
t you! That's just what the UP LIFT ADJUST-O-BELT does for you only the ADJL'ST-O- !•' f ( 

.T does it better. Mail Coupon and KM it at h,ra, lor 10 rfays FREE a, oar expense! V *f 



. Its made id the Snest , 



It won't roll up, bulge o, curl at the top. It gives e 



"SnVo^tif' with it, return it and your money" win be "re- 
FREE! N °* """" ine d NVL T 0N laces wiU be 



/Hatch- MAi^seslifcxi'T-MAie^^ ^Suunvvs 8 



